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"Pelle! Come here right now!" 


| whimpered quietly, getting up from the small nest of blankets in the corner of the room | shared with my 
brothers. Based on my mom's enthusiastic tone, | knew that she had finally found me a mate. She had told me 


countless times to my face that she was tired of taking care of me, especially when | was in heat. 


| walked into the living room and stood next to the door with my head lowered slightly, just like | was taught. 
"Come here and meet your new alpha," my mother commanded. | walked across the room to the strange man, 
keeping my head lowered the whole time; he smelled like an alpha, so he must have been the mate my parents 


arranged for me. 


"Hmm... You're a pretty little thing," he murmured, running one of his hands down my back and using the other 


hand to grab a fistful of my hair. "You're prettier than they said you were." 


"Thank you, sir," | whispered. | wasn't sure if | should have said that or not, some alphas hated when their 
omegas talked back while others either didn't mind or liked the interaction 


"Hmm... You'll be good for breeding," he murmured, reaching down and grabbing my ass. | held back a slight 


whine. 
"So, do we have a deal, sir?" my mother asked. "Is he worth the thousand silvers?" 


"Most definitely, Ms. Ohlin," he responded, handing my mother a bag of coins. "Your son is absolutely gorgeous, 


and I'm surprised no one else has bred him yet" 
‘I've made sure he's stayed a virgin his whole life, and he's never even touched himself before." 


"That just makes him even better.. I'll throw in an extra hundred just for that!" he murmured, brushing his 


hand over my tummy. | shuddered. 
Really, you don't have to throw in more silvers. He really isn't worth that much." 


"Please, ma'am, you don't realize how hard it is to find such a beautiful little bitch," he replied. "Just take the 
money, and I'll take him off your hands." 


"Of course, Mr. Aarseth," my mother said, leading him to the door. 

"Thank you so much," Mr. Aarseth hummed, grasping onto my arm. 

"Oh, thank you, sir.. He was getting quite hard to deal with." 

"Goodbye, ma'am," he said, waving his hand slightly. 

"Goodbye, good sir.. And good riddance to you, Pelle," my mother said before shutting the door. 


"You're coming with me," Mr. Aarseth snarled into my ear. "You're mine now." With a final sadistic grin, he 


shoved me into the trunk of his car and drove off. 


Author's Notes: 
| am far too sadistic. 


Chapter II 
| woke up in the middle of the night to the sound of glass shattering 

| jumped up and darted to find Jørn. | had to find him. That was the only thing | could think to do. 

All of a sudden, someone pinned me to the floor. | gazed up and saw Varg with pocketknife in hand 

"How.. how did you get here?" | choked out, trying to get him off of me. 

"You know that these nigger pups have no place anywhere," Varg growled. "You knew that when you corrupted 
them months ago. Now, why don't we end this, you disgusting whore?" He stared into my eyes, a scowl on his 
face. 


"Please, Varg, I'll do anything.. Just leave my pups alone,” | whined. | must have sounded so pitiful. 


"Your affection for these creatures is, quite frankly, disgusting," he spat, ripping off the shirt Jarn had given 


me and positioning his knife over my stomach. 
"Please stop! I'll do anything.. Just stop!" 


"Pathetic." With that, he plunged the knife into my stomach, creating a huge gash. He reached his hand into the 


incision. 
"AAAAAH! Stop! Stop! Please, STOP!" 


"Hmm.. What have we here?" he murmured, plunging the knife into my body. | was screaming and writhing in 


pain as he sliced open my insides. 
| heard footsteps from down the hall. ‘Jørn, | thought. 
| saw a small light, coming closer and closer.. 


"Pellerl? Pelleel?" 


Varg pulled something out of me.. An organ.. 

"Who the hell are you? Get off of Pelle! 

| saw three miniature pups.. Three tiny pups.. But where were their heads? 

"You depraved son of a bitch!" 

All| saw was blurry and white, and all | heard was a faint beep. 

| looked around, waiting for my vision to clear. My body hurt so badly, and everything ached 
"Pelle?" 

| turned slightly toward the voice. | saw Jarn 

"Jørn? Why am | here? Why does everything hurt?" 


"Pelle.. Some psycho attacked you three nights ago. You've been out for a long time, and you're lucky to be 


alive." 

"Wait.. Where are my pups, Jørn? 

"Pelle. | hate to tell you this, but they're dead." 

"But. They can't be." 

Jørn wrapped his arms around me. "I'm sorry.. | couldn't stop him in time." 
| glanced up at him as tears filled my eyes. "No.. No.. No." 


Jørn looked at me, eyes full of sorrow. | just collapsed in his arms. 
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"Mother, I'm hungry.. May | have something to eat?" 

"Of course not! You have to lose weight! No one wants to breed a fat omega!" 

"But... m the thinnest of all my siblings.’ 

Listen to me. You're fat for an omega. Your siblings are all betas. You have to lose weight!" 
"Please, Mother, just a few crumbs.. l'm so hungry!" 


"No! And stop your whining right now! You know your father left because you were a whiny, fat, ugly, 
disgusting BRAT!" 


SMACK! 


| woke up from my nap to Mr. Aarseth unlocking the door and pushing it open. "Get over here right now!" he 


ordered. 


| got up onto my hands and knees and crawled over to him. My hole was still in so much pain; | hoped that he 


didn't breed me again. 
He slapped me across the face before shoving me up against the wall. "I know you want me," he growled. 
"Where do you want me, you little slut? Should | fuck your face or your ass? Or should | just fuck both for 


good measure?" 


It doesn't matter to me, Master," | whispered, gazing up at him. "You can use me however you want." All| 


wanted at that moment was for him to leave me be. 
Mr. Aarseth laughed cruelly. "Such a good little bitch," he cackled, forcing me to my knees. "Open up.” 


| obeyed, and before long, his entire length was down my throat. My eyes filled with tears as | choked and 
gagged and spluttered. 


Before | realized it, he had pulled out of my mouth and had positioned his cock right up against my hole. As | 
was trying desperately to catch my breath, he thrust in, purposefully avoiding that spot that felt so amazing 
yet again. He kept doing so until he came, and then he placed me back into my nest, got dressed, and left. 


He came back every few hours for the next few days, doing the same thing again and again. Sometimes, he 


would whip me, tie me up with ropes and chains, or force me to wear revealing outfits and slowly strip for 
him. He would never touch my cock or hit that one spot.. | guess | didn't deserve to cum, even though | 


desperately needed it. 

Luckily, my heat ended after those few days. My hole was so sore; my eyes must have been red from crying. 
| had hoped that being bred would have been slightly less painful.. | had hoped for a bit more romance. | had 
been so wrong to hope for either of those things. 


| wished | could just run away and curl up and die. 
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"Well?" Mr. Aarseth asked, slapping me in the face with his cock. "I know you want this in your mouth, bitch. 
Open up." 


As soon as | opened my mouth, he shoved his whole, rapidly hardening length down my throat. | choked and 
gagged, trying to catch my breath. He only thrust deeper, and he was longer now that he was hard. 


| pulled my mouth away from his cock, gasping for air. "Yep, your mum was right.. You are a virgin," he 
growled lowly. "Too bad your first cock is so big, hmm?" He slapped me across the face with his dick several 


more times. 


| opened my mouth, shaking with fear. | didn't want his cock anywhere near me; we hadn't even kissed yet, and 


he was making me suck him off. My mother was right.. | guess that alphas only want pleasure after all. 


He shoved his whole length back into my mouth with force, making me choke and gag yet again. He then began 
to thrust at a ridiculously fast pace. | wasn't able to keep up, and | just kept choking and gagging. | felt tears 
come to my eyes. | wanted to pull away, but his strong hand held my head right up against his crotch. 


"Mmm... Oh god.. Choke on it, slut!" Mr. Aarseth moaned out, thrusting faster and faster. Tears were flowing 
freely down my face, and the gagging noises | was making were so awful. The feeling was just horrid. | wished 
that he would just cum already or do anything to make this stop. Even just a brief few seconds would have 
been a huge relief. 


| felt the head of his cock growing larger, completely sealing off my throat so that | couldn't breathe at all. | 
gagged yet again, and then all of a sudden, some liquid was spraying out from his cock and down my throat. It 


just kept coming and coming and coming. 


It finally stopped about a minute later, and Mr. Aarseth pulled out of my mouth, looking quite satisfied. "That 
wasn't bad for a first time, little bitch. I'm coming back for more this evening,” he hummed. With that, he 
zipped up his pants, turned, and shut and locked the door. 


My face was covered with my own tears and saliva. | felt like a disgusting pig as | looked down at my own cock 
and saw that it was hard. | felt a small trickle of lubricant drip out of my hole and down my leg, followed by a 
steadier, larger trickle. 


| cursed internally, Mr. Aarseth had set off a heat. Now he'd be constantly breeding me for the next few days. 


| turned to the bucket and vomited up all of Mr. Aarseth's cum. When | was done, | crawled slowly over to the 
nest of blankets. | felt the fever overtake me as | buried my face into the blankets. 
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"WHAT?I? You took the money from the flowers and bought your sister CANDY?1?" 

"Well. It was her birthday today.. | wanted to be nice." 

"You KNOW better than that! You KNOW that all the money comes to ME!" 

"But Mother.. All you do is spend it on booze!" 

"SHUT UP, you insolent little brat! 

SMACKI 

| heard Mr. Aarseth unlock the door. As he opened the door, | whimpered, burying myself into my nest 
"| know where you are, bitch. Get your ass over here right now" 

| pulled back the blankets and crawled over to him with my head hung low. 


"| love seeing you like that," he said, chuckling sadistically. "You're such a litle slut, aren't you? You're probably 
already pregnant with my pups, bitch." 


As he said that, it hit me.. | had been in heat and he had fucked me so frequently. The chance that | wasn't 


pregnant was very slim. 
| felt Tears come to my eyes. | didn't want to have his pups. 
"Look at you, you're crying! How pathetic!” 


| just broke down crying and buried my head in my hands. | hated Mr. Aarseth.. Why did | ever let him fuck 


me? 


| heard footsteps coming from down the hall. | smelled the other omega again. Mr. Aarseth turned to face the 
doorway; | took the opportunity and crawled back to my nest of blankets. | just wanted to be left alone to cry. 


| heard someone ask, "Øystein, honey, who is this?" 


"Him? He's going to have our pups. Don't worry, Varg, it's not like | love him." 


The two of them stepped out info the hall, but | could still hear their conversation 
"That's good," Varg said. "He's blonde and blue-eyed, just like | asked for!" 

"Don't worry.. | wouldnt want to force you to raise pups with... Well, you know, darker features” 
"Yes... You know exactly what | would think about that.. Thank you so much: 

"And you know that once the pups are born, there's no reason for me to keep him around, right?" 
"You'll send him to a convent, right? Give him a taste of what they did to me?" 


‘Of course, my love." 


| couldn't hear any more of what they were saying, but | knew that | had to do something drastic. | couldn't let 
Mr. Aarseth take away my pups.. Yes, they were his, but | was the one who would be carrying them for the 


next several months. 


| couldn't let my pups be raised by people like Mr. Aarseth and Varg. 


Author's Notes: 
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| found myself being lifted out of the trunk by Mr. Aarseth and led into his house. It wasn't huge, but it was 


large in comparison to the house my family occupied. 


| kept my head ducked low and followed my alpha down the hallways of his home. | caught traces of another 
omega's scent, which puzzled me. Was | going to become part of a harem of omegas? Did Mr. Aarseth kill off 


another omega? | had so many questions, but | knew all too well that asking them would get me in deep trouble. 


He led me to a little room with a lock on the outside of the door, then grabbed out the key and unlocked it. 


"In" he growled, shoving me forward. 
| stumbled, but luckily, | didn't fall. | reached out and touched the wall to catch my balance. | looked around at 


my room; it was small with white walls. The only things in the room were a bucket, a locked chest, and a pile 


of blankets. 


‘Mmm... You're a gorgeous little thing," Mr. Aarseth murmured. "Absolutely irresistable.. | can't even imagine 


how sexy you'd be during heat. Get your ass over here, bitch’ 

| walked over to him, head lowered 

"On your knees. Now" 

| quickly knelt down | had a bad feeling about what was going to happen next. Whenever my mother had made 
me kneel, it was a punishment; she would stuff a cucumber or other vegetable down my throat and make me 


keep it there until | couldn't breathe. 


| heard Mr. Aarseth unzip his pants. | glanced up and saw his cock - it was huge, even though it wasn't hard. | 
gulped. 
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"What the fuck are you doing, you little brat?" 

‘Uh. I.. Uh... Nothing.” 

"Don't play dumb with me. You know better than to touch down there. 

"But. Mother.. | need it." 

"Shut your face right now! You act like a horny animal, you get to sleep outside like one!” 
"Mother... Please.. | need it! 

"Shut up and go get me your chains! Right now!" 

"But." 

"Shut up! Now! You're going outside! 


| woke up, and all | could think about was Mr. Aarseth's cock. | needed him to breed me; | needed his cock. | 
knew in the back of my mind that it was just my heat that made me like this, but | did my best to ignore 
that small voice. My body needed pleasure; my body needed to be bred. 

| let out a small whimper, trying to grind my crotch up against anything | saw. | needed Mr. Aarseth so badly; | 
didn't want to touch myself because that would make me a bad omega. My mother had told me that since | 


was very you ng. 


| heard Mr. Aarseth unlock the door and saw him walk in. "Well, well, look who's excited to see me," he 


hummed, shutting the door and gently running two of his fingers along the side of my face. 


| got down on my knees as soon as his fingers left my face. "Please, Mr. Aarseth, sir.. Please breed me," | 


whispered, moving slightly to give him a better view of my ass. 
"Hmm.. Maybe, but when we're in here, you call me Master. Got that?" 
"Yes, Master," | replied, glancing up at him. | could see that he was clearly aroused. 


"Mmm.. Damn, you're hot," he groaned, slapping my ass. 


| whined. "Breed mel" 
Mr. Aarseth slapped my ass again "Ask politely, bitch." 
"Please, Master, please breed mel" | pleaded. 


‘Mmm... | love hearing you beg," Mr. Aarseth moaned, unzipping his pants and pulling them off. "You're such a 
whore. Just keep on begging for my dick!" 


"Unghh.. Please, Master, please.. | need you to breed mel Please Master, | need you.. Ahh!" | cried out as 
without warning, he shoved his whole length inside of me. | howled in pain, it hurt so badly, and he didn't even 


prepare my hole. 


| screamed and howled, tears flowing down my cheeks. | thought that losing my virginity would be a bit more 


special and romantic. 


A few minutes later, Mr. Aarseth's dick hit a certain spot, and it felt amazing. Through my tears, | let out a 


moan of pleasure. 
"You like that, don't you, slut?" he grunted as he slapped my ass again 
| nodded my head. "Yes, Master," | moaned out. 


He hit that spot again, and it felt so incredible. For several seconds, all | could see was stars, and my body was 


overtaken by pleasure. 


Mr. Aarseth burst into laughter. "You're so fucking desperate, aren't you?" he cackled, slapping my ass again 


"You just came all over yourself!" 
| glanced up at Mr. Aarseth as | fought back more tears. "lm sorry, Master," | whispered. 


"| didn't say you could cum, bitch!" His hand came down on my ass again and again as he thrust in and out of 


me, purposefully avoiding that spot that felt so good. 
"Please, Master, stop! I'm so sorry, Master! Please stop!" | howled, wriggling underneath Mr. Aarseth. 
"You get to stay right here and take it until | cum, you slut! You wanted to be bred!" 


| shrieked and howled in pain for a few more minutes as he thrust in and out of me. Finally, the head of his 


cock swelled up and he came. 


With a final slap to my ass, he pulled out of me and got dressed. Without a word, he picked me up, placed me 
back in my nest, left the room and locked the door. 


| lay there in my nest, crying from the pain. My hole hurt so badly, and | hoped that it hadn't been torn. 


| hated going into heat: 


Author's Notes: 
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"Just stay still already, will you?l? You can't expect to win if the judges see those hideous bruises! 
"Mother... | can't be stiller!" 

"Goddammitll You made me drop it, you stupid little brat! 

"Please, Mother... Your hands are shaking... Please calm down.” 

‘Will you just be quiet?!? lm mad because you're just. AGHI Don't say it, smartass!" 

"Mother... im not being a smartass." 

"GODDAMN YOU, YOU FUCKING BITCH! JUST SHUT YOUR DAMN MOUTH" 

The people around turned and stared. 


| didn't know what to do. They had left the door to my room unlocked.. | could easily just run away, but then, 


they would chase me. 
| had to do something that would anger them enough so they would kick me out. 


One line of their conversation kept running through my head. It was the part about not wanting pups with 
darker features. 


| knew that if the pups were growing inside of me already, they would already be blonde and blue-eyed, but | 
didn't trust that Varg knew that. Perhaps | could "corrupt" myself and my pups somehow.. 


| knew exactly what | had to do. 


"Where the fuck have you been? And what is that smell on you? We were about to call the police!" 


"I fucked another alpha, Mr. Aarseth.. Actually, | fucked two other alphas.. | came." 
"You did WHAT?" 

"| let two other alphas fuck me.. Damn, it felt good." 

"You disgusting WHORE!" 


‘Oh my gods.. This is terrible!" | heard Varg shriek in the distance. He ran up to me, and pointing at me, he 
frantically asked, "You didn't by any chance.. Fuck a.. Fuck anyone who didn't happen to look similar to us?" 


I'm not sure what you mean by that.. One of them had dark hair, but was pale.. The other one had dark skin, 


dark hair, dark eyes.. | can't remember either of their names for the life of me." 
"You.. You fucked a NIGGER?!?" Varg howled, cutting me off. 


| didn't even respond. | couldn't. | had been told by my mother that the word Varg just used was one of the 


few words that was never to be said. 


‘Our pups, Øystein! Our pups! They've been infected! They've been infected! We have to stop them from being 
born, or they'll take over the world!" 


At this point, | had no clue what Varg was raving about. | tried to piece it together, and then all of a sudden, 
Varg had knocked me to the floor. He yanked out a pocketknife from his jeans pocket and stabbed my hand. 


"The next one kills the little nigger brats," Varg hissed, positioning himself and his knife above my stomach. 
"And the one after that kills their no good, nigger-loving whore of a mother." 


| did the only thing | could think to do, which was to knee him in the crotch and run. | saw Mr. Aarseth reach 


out and try to grab my arm.. It was a miracle that | had managed to get away. 


| pulled open the front door and ran like | had never ran before. | ran down that dirt road as though every evil 


thing in the world was chasing me... | couldn't stop running. 


| saw an old bicycle lying up ahead of me in the middle of the road.. | decided to mount it and pedal away as 
quickly as | could. It would give me that extra speed to get away from Varg. 


Several minutes later, | had ridden through the nearest village, and | saw no trace of Varg or Mr. Aarseth. 


| was free, and | had no idea what to do. 
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"Look at me! Right now!" 

"Yes, Mother?" 

"You didn't win ANYTHING! You know why? Your performance was just awfull You hesitated too much, and you 
were too stiff and woodenll No wonder the judges didn't find you sexy or good-looking! They thought you were 
fucking hideous! They must have seen your bruises, too!" 


"m so sorry, Mother.. I'll try better next time..." 


"You have to lose more weight! You have to practice more! You didn't even win a single copper today! You did 


so badly!" 


SMACKI 


The days passed by, turning into weeks and months. As the time passed, | began to feel more and more ill. My 
feet hurt, my back hurt, my head hurt, | was constantly tired, | felt sick to my stomach. 


| kept growing larger and larger as the pups grew inside of me. | began to do anything | possibly could to get 
enough food.. My little pups needed it to grow. | let anyone fuck me in exchange for food, money, or a place to 
spend the night. | dug through garbage cans trying to find scraps of food. | even, at times, resorted to begging 


on the streets. Occasionally, someone would give me a few coins that | could use to buy a small piece of bread. 


| was constantly moving from town to town. | didn't want to take the risk of Varg and Mr. Aarseth finding me, 
as | knew that Varg would kill me. 


One day, | noticed that | was forming small, tender breast buds. The very next day, | felt one of my pups kick 
for the first time. 


| continued roaming from town to town, eating any scrap | could find. One night, however, changed everything. 
| was wandering through a neighborhood late at night, digging through garbage cans to find food. | had been 
successful so far.. In three cans, | had found half of a sandwich, some various fruits, a rotting tomato, and a 
chicken bone with a couple bites of meat still on it. 


| slowly pulled myself over yet another fence, crept over to the trash can, and opened it up. 


| dropped the lid by accident, and it fell and hit the ground with a loud clatter. | saw a light turn on inside the 


house, and then | saw a man in the doorway holding a gun. 
"What the hell.. Goddamn bear going through my.. Oh my god.. You're not a bear!" he sleepily sputtered. 


| was shaking with fear. "Please sir.. Don't hurt my pups.. You can do what you want with me, but just.. Please 
don't hurt my pups..." 


He put the gun away and took a few steps toward me. "You poor thing.. You don't belong out here in this 


condition. Come on inside, and let's get you cleaned up and fed" 
"Sir.. Really, you don't have to do all that.. You can just fuck me and give me a couple coins..." 


"You're not fit for sex," he said, reaching his arm around my shoulder. "Come with me. I'll just make up some 


food, and then we'll get you all cleaned up." 


| followed him in. Pointing to the couch, he said, "Just sit down here.. I'll get you some blankets." He quickly 
darted across the room and returned with a huge armful of soft blankets. "Make yourself comfortable. Its 


going to be a few minutes." 
| had never been allowed to touch a couch, nonetheless sit on one while being kept warm by a pile of blankets. | 
looked around the room, and | saw pictures of happy, smiling people on the walls. There was a small television 


as well as several comfortable chairs. 


| had never been in such a comfortable, warm, friendly place. 
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The man returned a few mirutes later with a large bowl of soup. "Here's some food.. Eat up," he said, handing 


it to me. 
"Is this for me, sir?" | asked, ducking my head. 
"Of course, little one. You look like you haven't had a good meal in a long time." 


"Thank you, sir," | said, taking the bowl from his outstretched arms. | took a bite; it tasted good. | ate and ate 


until the whole bowl was gone. 
| looked at the man. He was still right next to me, watching me. 


"Do you.. Do you want to fuck me, sir?" | asked, gently pushing the blankets off of me. | reached my hand down 
to touch myself. 


"You're not fit for sex, little one, and | can tell you don't want it at all. You need a bath, and then you need 


sleep” 

"But. How am | supposed to pay you back for this?" 

"You don't have to pay me back," he said, reaching his arm out. "Come with me, and let's get you cleaned up." 
He led me down a hall to a bathroom with a huge tub. "Get on in. Let me clean you up. 


| climbed into the tub. The water was so warm and it felt so good on my body. | felt him gently washing my 
legs with a soapy washcloth. 


Before | realized it, he had finished washing me. He lifted me out of the tub and wrapped me up in a soft, 
fuzzy towel. 


He left the room and returned with a comfy-looking pair of pants and a sweatshirt. "These are for you," he 
said, handing them to me. 


| put them on slowly; | couldn't remember the last time | had worn clothes. "Thank you, sir," | murmured 


before letting out a yawn 
He then led me down the hall to a bedroom. It was huge and had a bug bed with lots of blankets. 


"Thank you so much, sir," | said as he picked me up and gently tucked me in. 


"Good night, little one," he said. "You don't have to call me ‘sir’... You can just call me Jørn" 
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"Mother.. That was the most beautiful sound. | want to be like the people in the orchestra.. | want to make 


music." 


"Look at me. None of them were omegas. Omegas can't make music. Their only purpose is to please their 
alphas, so it's pointless to even think about being a musician. Got it?" 


"Yes, Mother.. But | still want To." 
“Shut up, will you?!? You know your place! You know your future, so don't even think about it!" 


| woke up, still in the warm bed. My clothes were still on; | was glad that Jørn hadn't fucked me during my 


sleep. 
| got up out of bed, thinking of how | could pay Jørn back. | couldn't just take this all for free. 


| quickly made the bed and followed my nose to the kitchen, where | found Jørn cooking all sorts of food.. Eggs, 


toast, bacon, sausage.. 


| quietly stood in the corner of the room, not wanting to bother him. My mouth was watering. Damn, that food 


smelled good. 
"Hey, litle guy," he said, turning around to face me. "Did you sleep well?" 

| nodded my head. "Yes, sir.. | mean, Jørn" 

"That's good. | made breakfast for us.. Just sit down at the table and I'l get you some food" 

"Really... You don't have to do this. I'm just a disgusting whore you found going through your garbage." 


"Look here, little one. Don't say those things about yourself. There's more to you than that. Just let me take 


care of you." 
"Yes.. Of course, Jørn," | said, lowering my head and slowly walking toward the table. | got down on the floor and 
sat, legs crossed, by the nearest table leg. That was where my mother made me sit. She and all of my siblings 


sat down on chairs while | sat on the floor. 


"What are you doing?" Jarn asked. "You can sit down in one of the chairs, you know." 


‘lm sorry, Jørn" | said, quickly moving to sit in the nearest chair. 


"Don't be," he said, smiling and bringing me a huge plate of food and a glass of milk "Now, little one, what's 


your name?" 

"You can call me whatever you want," | said, looking down at the ground. "It doesn't matter to me." 
"Surely you must have a name or a nickname or something." 

"Well. My family called me Pelle," | said, glancing up at Jørn. 


"That's a nice name," he said, a small smile coming to his face. "Feel free to eat up, Pelle," he added as he 


walked over to get his food 
| quickly ate everything on my plate and drank the whole glass of milk 

"That was really good.. Thank you so much, Jørn" 

"Its no problem, Pelle," he said "Just tell me if you're hungry, and I make you something to eat" 


| didn't know what to say or do. 
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| woke up. It had been three days since | had been released from the hospital. 
My precious pups were gone, and | would never be able to have pups again 


| couldn't think about anything other than my pups. | couldn't speak, | couldn't eat, | couldn't sleep. | couldn't 


even look at Jørn when he held me or tried to comfort me. 


| spent most of my days and nights curled up in the corner of my room, buried underneath a pile of blankets. 
Jørn was almost always right there next to me. He tried his best to help me; | know he did. 


| had no purpose. | had no skills, and | couldn't have pups. Maybe | could have just let anyone fuck me.. Maybe 
that would have changed something. Maybe | would have gotten some sort of pleasure from that. 


| remembered Mr. Aarseth. | remembered my mother. | remembered my siblings. | remembered Varg, and 
then my mind went back to my pups. They didn't deserve to die, and it was all because | had been a disgusting 
whore. 

It was always the same thoughts again and again. | couldn't take my mind off of my pups or my past.. 


One day, Jørn reluctantly left me behind when he went to get food from the store. That was when | made the 


worst decision of my life. 


| managed to crawl over to the kitchen and grab out a knife. Without thinking, | dragged it down my arm. Little 
drops of blood formed at the surface, followed by more blood 


It didn't even hurt. It couldn't even come close to the pain | felt when Mr. Aarseth touched me, when Varg cut 
me open and killed my pups right before my eyes.. 


| sliced the other arm in a similar manner, right as a thought crossed my mind. What would Jørn say? What 


would Jørn do when he found me, lying dead on the floor? 


Tears of regret came to my eyes. Why had | done this? Why did | have to be so stupid and selfish after Jørn 


had tried so hard to care for me? 


The door opened, and | heard Jørn shriek in alarm as he dropped the food he had bought on the floor. He ran 


to me and picked me up. 


| could barely make out his face. My head was spinning, my vision was blurry, | couldn't think straight.. 


He rushed me to the bathroom, where he tried to slow the bleeding. He called the hospital. 
| was losing blood far too quickly.. It just kept spilling out, splattering on the floor and staining Jarn's clothes. 
Jørn propped me up, and gently caressing my head, he looked me in the eyes. 

"Pelle.. Why?" Jørn asked me, tears in his eyes. "Why would you do this?" 

| looked up at him. "Jarn.. 'm so stupid.. I's not your fault" 


Then everything went black. 


